WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
ty
(The birds on the branches twitter more
loudly than ever.}
YOUNGER    ATTENDANT.   Don't    knOW    as    it
would shock 'em a lot, Bysil;  I'd bet they 'as
their 'ectic moments on the sly,
OLDER ATTENDANT (getting up from the seat
in his zeaf). You bet they 'as. Wot do they do
in their palaces when the lamps is lighted en'
the blinds is drawn? We eats, they eats; we
drinks, they drinks; we sleeps, they sleeps; but
wot's done in the empty spices of the night time?
Wot do they do in their palaces when the lamps
is lighted en' the blinds is drawn?
(The YOUNG WHORE enters and, after a
glance towards the BISHOP, sits down on
a seat directly opposite, takes out mirror
and puff from her handbag^ and gives
her face a few deft touches}
YOUNGER ATTENDANT (rising from his seat and
poking the OLDER ATTENDANT in the side, with a
sly glance towards the YOUNG WHORE). 'Owidge
you like to tuck 'er up et night, Bysil?
(Suddenly in the distance is heard the roll
on a muffled drum> and the mournful
notes of the chant of the DOWN-AND-
OUTS. The birds cease their singing;
the scene seems to grow dark, and the air
chilly. The TWO CHAIR ATTENPANTS
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